STANTOONS 32 


Love Slave Trainers 


Glynnis got her wish very soon. The puny newcomer wound up with his head on the 
seat of a chair and her immense bottom firmly settled over his face. He was a quick 
learner and soon figured out that if he didn't want to be smothered under those full 
moons he had better give her plenty of oral attention. 


The male Maddie plopped her steatopygian sitter atop was less cooperative. When 
he held back on being nice to her she simply stayed where she was and let him fight 
to breathe. She granted him only enough air to keep him concious. When he still 
didn't behave, she kept him under until he was knocked out. 

"Looks like I picked the wrong one," she told Glynnis. 

"I'm afraid so. He honestly has a talent for making me... me... Oh! That's it, 
little man. I'm going to... OOHHHHH! 


They had both males performing properly by the time their servant arrived with 
mid-morning snacks. Glynnis' prize find was already learning the fine art of bottom 
worship. Maddie's charge had improved considerably. She was showing him how to make 
a woman's pleasure last a long, long time. 

"Mmmmm,"' said Maddie as she sampled the servant's offerings. "Reminds me of that 
little toy between your legs. Maybe if you're very good today I'll let you do what 
this new student is doing for me. You'd like that, wouldn't you? You'd like and kind 
of contact with me. How does it feel to be transformed from a tough worldly guy to a 


slave obsessed with our bodies? Heh heh heh." 

"Here," Glynnis said to her male. "This is your reward for trying so hard. The 
more effort you make, the more of this you'll get. 
do without touching me, now would you?" 


And you WOULDN'T want to have to 


Leola, meanwhile, got busy with one of her favorite parts of her job -- teasing. 

She would show her magnificent body off to caged males who were starved for the slightest 
chance to touch her. Instead they had to watch impotently as she put on a lascivious 
show for them. They were allowed to touch themselves, so long as they didn't give 
themselves relief. 

"You poor thing,'' Leola said mockingly. "I hear that before we got you you were 
quite a lothario. And now look at you, reduced to playing with yourself and crying over 
the fact that you're not allowed to touch me. What do you say to that?" 

"Please, just let me stroke your legs like you used to. I'll do anything you say, 
kiss you anywhere you tell me to, but don't deny me." 

Her answer was a hearty laugh. She held her wet finger close to the bars. 

"Here, smell this and think about what you're missing." 
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After stripping from the waist down and giving her caged male a show that left him 
trembling with frustration. Leola moved on to another unlucky wretch. She told him to 
put his arms at his side and keep them there -- or else. He did as he was ordered, 
even when she took him by the hair and lifted him straight up. 

"Now," she said. "I'm going to let you suck my nipple through my dress. I know this 
hurts a lot, so if you'd rather I'll set you down... but then you don't get to taste me. 
Which do you choose?" 


He didn't hesitate. Through the blazing pain in his scalp he said, "Hurt me as much 
as you want but please don't keep me away from you." 


She chuckled softly. "Don't worry. You'll spend plenty of time near me, until I'm 


all you can think of -- and then I'll keep you away from me. Enjoy it while you can get 
it, Now suck for me." é ‘3 
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Of course, even though most males quickly succumbed to the preternatural charms of the 
gigantic women, there were always those willfully recalcitrant few. The women didn't mind, 
In fact, they looked forward to using special techniques like extreme ridicule and that old 
favorite, physical punishment, to break down those special cases. Take for instance the 
ill-fated one we see here with Maddie and Glynnis. See how Maddie's making him suck on a 
pacifier. Hear the way she talks to him like a baby. And that irrigation he's getting 
from Glyniss -- OWW! After she makes him swell up like a pregnant sow and they hoist him 
upside down we'll see how reluctant he is to trade the pacifier for Maddie's nipple. 

After he had been made to service the ladies in ways he couldn't even have imagined 
before coming to Lovpav Institute, the bloated male was heard to plead, "Now will you unplug 
me?" They told him they'd do it first thing tomorrow morning. 


Naturally, with all the ‘hard work’ these ladies do, they need to relax too. 
Here are Maddie and Glynnis combining their jobs with their recreation. Men have 
been known to break down and commit the basest acts for the women to avoid a ride 
on the Love Swing. Imagine having the full weight of one of those giantesses 
pressing her sitter down on your face. 

The ladies love to drink and enjoy each other's company. When they start 
kissing each other it's easy for them to lose track of time, which is not good for 
the males on who they're riding. The average male, after a session of the Swing, 


finds it impossible to stop thinking about those big round backsides. 


The women took some of their new arrivals out to the old gallows still standing 
on the Lovpav Institute grounds. The nooses were gone but they told the quaking 
men that they's be happy to put them up again and use them if they didn't get 
unhesitating obedience. The men had to stand below the trapdoors and strain on 
tiptoes to reach the ladies' rumps. The constant threat of punishment kept the 
mens' nerves on edge, which made it easier to break down their defenses and enslave 
them to femine pulchritude. 

Best of all, because the men couldn't make them climax while servicing them 
from behind, the women could keep enjoying these pleasures for hours on end. Doing 
it that long fatiqued the men and wore away more of their power to resist. 


The day after the new men arrived a new experiment in conditioning was begun. 
The woman in charge was Shandra, a towering vicious amazon. The idea was to see 
how quickly in man's spirit could be snapped. When Leola and Glynnis came for a 
look at Shandra's technique they decided she might just set records in man-breaking. 
She was holding an unfortunate wretch clear off the ground and snarling threats 
into his face. 

"Do you hear me?" she demanded. "I'm going to tie you to rings set in the 
floor and have all these enormous women walk on you until you're a mass of broken 
bones and purple bruises. Then I'm going to chain you to the front door and we'll 
use your thick head for a knocker. Do you want that or are you going to be my 
anxious-to-please little body slave? What's it going to be?" 


The man’s will crumbled like an eggshell under a bootheel. The others who were 
witnessing the brutal assault felt their own nerve dissolving. Shandra invited Leola 
and Glynnis to assist her with the re-education of the males. The two of them joined 
in spiritedly, following Shandra's lead of subjecting the men to immediate and 
extreme body slavery. 

"That's it," Shandra said to the man behind her as she made sure he got his face 
as far as possible into the frighteningly deep valley between the mighty halves of 
her rear deck. "I want to feel your ears between my cheeks. And I want your little 
taster to go where the rest of you face can't fit." 

When Glynnis realized that 'taster' was Shandra's word for tongue she snickered 
and said to the man in front of her, "Get YOUR little taster busy where I'm pinkest 
and wettest." 


Some women, as they robbed a man of his will, would start to relax and enjoy 
the fruits of their efforts. Not Shandra. As a man surrendered more and more of 
his pride, his strength and his chances of ever recovering, she got wildly excited 


by his debasement. Her attack grew more savage. The victim she had 


this time found 


himself with his entire face buried in her dripping honey pot. She hunched her 


powerful hips against his trapped head with utter abandon, until he 
snap his neck. 

"Ahhhhh," she cried. "I'm going to take you to bed and make you 
night long. I'll pierce your ears and attach them to my garters so 
for you to move your face away from my box. When I'm done with you 
your name and simply think of yourself as a thing with no purpose bu 


feared she would 


do this all 
it's impossible 
you'll forget 
t to give me 


pleasure. Serving me will be your only purpose and you'll beg for the privledge." 
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Shandra caught her prey's head between her strong hands and lifted him into 
the air. It was plain to see that he was conquered, and would need only routine 
conditioning to insure that he never regained his freedom of will. Even so, the 
she-devil couldn't resist one more inventive cruelty. She told him to stick out 
his tongue if he didn't want his skull crushed. 

"Very good," she told him and then, quick as a striking scorpion, caught his 
tongue between her straight white teeth. 

She closed her jaws slowly, letting him feel her bite. His scream was garbled 
as she drew blood and then licked her redded lips. 

"There," she told him. ''Now every time you use your taster on any other lady, 
you will still think of me." Her laugh was what a snake would sound like if snakes 
could laugh. 


After she had started on a new man, one who she was in no hurry to break, 
Shandra said to Glynnis, "I understand that some of these men are sent here for 
specific purposes. That's what I would be interested in working on." 

"That's true," Glynnis replied. "We get a lot from women who want personal 
body slaves but don't have the time or talent to train them themselves. Or else 
we're sent husbands who wives want absolutely broken. That way the wife can take 
over their money. And when she gets a tamed oral-pleasure-giver, well, that's 
icing on the cake." 

"Someone's husband," Shandra mused. "Yes that would be perfect." 

"I think we just got one in," Glynnis said. "Check with Maddie." 


Maddie was happy to give the married man to Shandra. His wife wanted him 
irreversably broken and not only taught how to worship a female body, but made 
to crave the experience over and over endlessly. Shandra said she would be de- 
lighted to do it. She got the man and, after binding him, put him on his knees 
where he could nuzzle her warm mound. 

"That's it," she told him. "Breathe deeply. Let you whole being become 
filled with the potency of my scent. Gaze on my beauty. Feel the heat rising 
from my smooth skin. Ha ha ha. Soon you will be entirely obsessed with my body. 
And when you are denied contact with me you will accept any female body. You 
will come to beg for the privledge of kissing a foot.” 


"Of course," she went on, "it will be necessary to deny you any sort of sexual 


release. I want you craving it all of the time. You will sleep with your face 
pressed to my mons or deep between my nether cheeks. You will spend hours bathing 
me and spreading lotion over my skin. And all the while you will beg to be allowed 
to do something about your own needs. Ha ha ha ha." 

She squatted down and rubbed his face between her breasts. She stood and turned 
and bent forward so that his field of vision was filled with her broad ass. 

"Now," she said as she faced him once more. "I understand that you never learned 
how to satisfy your lovely wife with your mouth. Tsk tsk. Let's start teaching 
you. Stick out your taster. That's it. Now lap me. Slowly. Gently. Take your 
time. In an hour or so we'll get to the more vigorous techniques. There's no rush. 
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At the same time, Glynnis was pursuing one of her favorite activities. She 
loved to spend a long time in the lavatory, tormenting one of the males kept there 
while she used the facilities. She would let him hug her massive hips while she 
went about what she was doing to assure that he was sexually needful. Then rather 
than grant him any sort of normal contact, she forced him to so something repugnant. 
It was a perfect combination to increase his need and direct it into perverse and 
mind-weakening paths. 

"No no no," she told him when he tried to take some paper from the roller. 
“That's not how you're going to do it, dear. Herenow, let me show you the right 
way." 


And suddenly her huge ass was moving inexorably toward his face. 


The unfortunate one's screams were abruptly muffled as flesh met flesh. She 
engulfed his face between her cheeks. 

"Now get to work," Glynnis told him. "I want you to do a superb job back 
there. I want you to be so good that if I loan you to one of the other girls... 
or three of them... or all of them... I'll get back nothing but raves. That's it. 
Abhhhh, you do have a natural talent for this sort of thing. Maybe I'll arrange 
it so this is all you do. Think you could handle all the girls in this place?" 

Even as he was commiting the unsavory act, the male was stroking Glynnis' 
desirable hips. That was what she was expecting. No matter how badly she mis- 
treated him it wouldn't matter. He was addicted to her and there was no cure." 


Late in the afternoon Leola got word that a new piece of equipment had been 
installed and was ready to be tested. She hurried to the room where it waited. 

"This is perfect," she said as she observed the clear bowl and the restraining 
hardware attached to it. "Mmmm. I'm getting excited just thinking about all 
the lovely games we'll be able to play with something like this.” 

There was a male at the institute who had to be broken gently. His wife 
needed him to appear normal when he signed over all of his fortune to her, After 
that he would be sent back for further conditioning that would assure he would 
never object to the loss of his wealth and that he would be much more interested 
in crawling under the bedcovers and between his wife's thighs when she so much as 
looked at him with desire in her eyes. 
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The male was delivered to Leola and she promptly attached him to the new device, 
She seated herself comfortable on him and fitted a hose to the faucet above his 
head. At the same time she took advantage of his obvious state of arousal. Since 
his body slave training wasn't scheduled to begin now she could do that. At the 
same time, she had a plan to soften him up for what was to come later. 

She filled the bowl high enough that it wouldn't take much more to drown him. 
His terror was great, but it didn't diminish his arousal. Leola continued to ride 
him as she shut off the water. 


“Just a little more," she moaned. "That's it, Ohhhh, I'm going to milk you dry. 
Come on. Just let me... AHHHHHH!" 


Leola grabbed the leash of a male chained nearby and dragged him to her on his 
knees. She sat on the next bowl and spent several minutes teasing him with her fine 
body. 

"Now get your tongue out," she ordered. "I got all messy down below and you're 
going to clean me out. I've been working on your natural desire to touch my breasts 
for over a week now. If you're good and do a thorough job I may let you suck on 
them, Would you like that?" 

He nodded anxiously, She told him to get to work and tugged on his leash. He 
hated what he had to do but couldn't say no when it might mean a chance to put his 
mouth on her breasts. She let him mouth her completely clean and then kicked him 
away, He couldn't suck her nipples, she said, because now his mouth was all messy. 


Leola went back to her first 'bowl boy’, as she liked to call them. She 
teasingly showed off her broad backside until he was aching to be able to reach up 
and touch her, something he might never be allowed to do. She wagged her sexy 


year and ran her hands suggestively over its globes. 

"Please," he said shakily. ‘Don't tease me like this. You already have the 
power to do anything you please to me. What more could you want?" 

Leola laughed. "Why, to control your mind, of course. To reduce you to a 
begging sobbing slave who would do anything to be near my magnificent body." She 
made a lewd show of touching herself between the legs. "You can feel it happening 
already," she said knowingly. "You can, can't you?" 


Her unlucky captive had to swear that he would do the most disgusting things 
to get her to even consider letting him touch her. She manipulated him like a 
trainer with a trick dog. 


"ALL right," Leola said as she sat. "But there's one thing I have to tell you." 
He had trouble concentrating on her words because her flesh, warm and fragrant, 
was touching him. He said, "I don't care what it is. Just let me... do things for 


, you." 


"But dear, what you have to understand is that after I get you hooked I'll make 
you do ALL those nasty things we discussed. And at the same time I'll start to 
withdraw my favors. You'll be able to touch me less and less. If you say no now 
there's still hope for you. What'll it be?" 

"I have to do it, To... to taste you." 


He got a thorough 'taste' of Leola, but even that wasn't enough. When she lifted 
herself off the bowl he began to whimper. 

"Now, now," she soothed. "I have something else for you. I love to get my 
males fixated on my sitter. It's more degrading for them that way, don't you think? 
Feast you eyes on THIS." 

She plumped herself back on the training bowl and angled her hips so that he 
couldn't help concentrating on her most obvious asset. She clenched and unclenched 
her buttocks. She smacked her palms against her fleshy stern, knowing that even the 
sound would become stimulating to him after he had been denied release for a while. 

"Soon," she told him, "this will be the only thing you'll be able to think about. 
All your thoughts will center on my body." 


He was treated to a display of Leola'a amazing muscular control. Awe filled his 
eyes as she teased him by working her muscles in rhythmic patterns. Already he found 
it difficult to muster his thoughts around any subject other than her seductive 
but out-of-reach anatomy. 

"Naturally, being the kind and generous person that I am," Leola said, "I'll 
share you with my friends. In fact, I've invited them to bring their males down 
here so we can train you all together." 


"No," the male under her blurted. "I mean, I couldn't stand it, having anyone 
else see me like this, see what you've done to me." 
"Don't worry," Leola said cheerily. "The other males will be in the same fix 


as you, And as for the ladies, they're trainers like me. Besides, you don't have 
any choice." 


Glynnis and Maddie arrived and popped their 'boys' under the training bowl s to either 
side of the one occupied by Leola's regal rump. At once they started chating as if 
nothing unusual was taking place. 

"Leola," Maddie said in a feigned scolding tone. "What ARE you doing to that 
poor dog? Are you giving him an interior view of your vestibule? Hmmmm?" 

"yes." Leola answered with exaggerated dignity. "Do you think it might be too 
much for him?" She peered down between her legs. “Would you rather I stopped?" She 
asked the panting male. 

"No," he said helplessly. "Please don't. I couldn't stand it." Even the 
sounds of the other women giggling at him couldn't halt his demeaning pleas. “Let 
me touch you, just for a second," 


"Did you hear that, ladies? The piglet wants to touch me. What do you think? 
Should I allow him just a LITTLE BIT of contact?" 

"Sure," said Glymis. "That'll make it so much harder for him when he's away 
from you. I love to watch them suffer withdrawal." 

"Very well," said Leola. "But not too much." She snuggled her nether cheeks 
down until they rubbed against the perspiring male's brow. "There, how's that?" 

"I... I wanted... I mean, couldn't it be like before? A little more.. personal? 
I could try to make you feel good." 

"Ha, J can get that from any male here. I'd much rather observe your will 
melting, your personality becoming nothing but a reflex mechanism triggered every 
time you see me." 


"That's it," Leola said, suddenly rising. "You've had enough. And look," she 
said admiring herself in a mirror. "Just see what you'll be missing." 

"Not yet," he implored her. "I thought you would stay longer. Just a few more 
minutes? Please?" 

"Would you let me sit on your face right now, if I took you out of the training 
bowl?" 

"Yes. Sit on my face. I want you to." 

"But I might smother you. I've done that to a few men, you know. With what I 
carry around behind me it's not hard to do, really." 

"I don't care," he sobbed, half out of his mind with desire for her. 

"No," she decided aloud. "I have a more entertaining idea. 


Leola produced a water hose and held it over his face. He could see that the 
women to each side were using them to nearly drown their prisoners. They would fill 
the training bowls until the men were submerged and not open the drains until they 
were in mortal danger. 

But Leola had a new idea. She took the end of the hose and jammed it between 
his lips and into his throat. Its rubbery taste was strong in his mouth. 

"Let's pump you full of water," she said threateningly. "Let's see if your 
belly pops. Frankly, dear, I don't give a damn whether you survive or not. A 
moment's amusement is worth more to me than your stupid life. I want you to know 
that. If you live I want you never to forget how worthless you are and, consequently, 
how hard you have to work at pleasing me." 


She forced water down his gullet until his stomach was painfully bloated. Then 
she eased her big tush down on it, with the obvious possibility that she might all 
at once begin bouncing her tremendous weight on him. He trembled but said nothing. 

"Look at you," she said, her eyes piercing. "You're terrified. Ha ha ha. You 
honestly aren't a man. You're just a piglet. If you don't want me to slam my ass 
down on you and rupture your insides you'd better start squealing like a piggie. 
Let's hear it, porker. Squeal for me." 

In pain, overcome by lust and in fear of being injured, he started to squeal. 
The high-pitched sound wasn't human at all. The women knew that divorcing a man 
from his humanity was another good way to increase his dependance on them. This one 
wouldn't last very long. Soon he would be utterly defenseless. 


"Awww," said Leola. "Look at you cry. "If you had shown even a bit of spine 
I was going to let you sleep with me. Now you can just stay in the bowl overnight 
and think about what you're missing. Too bad for you." 

"S... sleep with you. But I didn't know. Please, you have to give me one 
more chance. I'm sorry. I'll try to be more of a man." 

"Too late. Now I want you to take a good look at me so you can spend the night 
with me on your mind. Who knows? Maybe you'll be lucky and dream about me. Ha ha 
ha. And in the morning, if I'm in a good mood, maybe I'll sit on the bowl and let 
you admire me. Or perhaps I won't even do that. I might just let some other captive 
touch my legs and kiss my behind. Would you be jealous?" 

"Yes," he sobbed, overcome by desire for her. 


Leola moved on to another project, a very important one. It was a male whose 
wife had already taken control of his fortune behind his back. She wanted him com- 
pletely broken before she revealled her machinations to him. Not only would he be 
pauperized, but he would become her total oral body slave. She had promised the 
Lovpav Institute a substantial bonus if her husband would greet her on his knees 
and immediatly offer his mouth to her to use in any way she pleased. 

In a room where the unfortunate husband could see other males suffering, Leola 
stripped him and put him on the floor on his back. She straddled him on her knees 
and told him that if he didn't satisfy her with his tongue she was going to punish 
him. Not knowing her prowess he foolishly refused. 


"As you wish," Leola said. She pulled down her bodice to make herself more 
comfortable and to soften her prisoner's will to resist. Reaching back to Maddie, 
she asked for ‘the tool', which turned out to be a forbidding pair of dental pliers. 
"T£ you won't lick me, I'll just get off by rubbing myself on you. But first let's 
get rid of those teeth. I wouldn't want to hurt myself." 

"You can't do that. Let go of my face. Do you hear me? I won't allow it." 

"No? And how are you going to stop me? You know, once your teeth are gone 
I'm sure all of the girls will want to try you. Open wide. Let's make your mouth 
nice and SOFT and safe." 

"Wait a minute," he said. "Let me think about it." 


"Think fast," she told him. "You won't be able to answer too well while I'm 
yanking your incisors." She took a piece of juicy meat from a dish and gnawed on it 
theatrically. "You won't be able to do this after I defang you, you know. And of 
course, once I get started there's no assurance I'll stop with just your teeth." 

"What? You mean...? All right, I'll do what you want. Don't hurt me." 

Giving his nose a tweak, Leola said, "You'll do everything I want, sooner or 

later. I just want to make it sooner." She wetted her lips with her tongue and 
eyed her victim with unbridled lust . "I'm going to cream all over your frightened 
face. And I don't mean only once. Understand?" 

His masculine pride put words in his mouth. "I won't do it. I mean, please, I 
have a lot of money. How much do you want to let me go?" 


Leola was used to that kind of resistance. I came in stages and you had to go 
through all of them to prove to a man that he had nothing left to fall back on. She 
didn't mind. But right now she was to hot to wait. 

"IT don't want your money and if I hear you say no one more time I'm going to 


use these pliers." She switched her tone from harsh to seductive. Mustn't forget 
that part of her job was to make him CRAVE to WORSHIP the female body. "Now look at 
these," she said, leaning down and swaying her big dollies in his face. "Wouldn't 


you like to feel’ my nipples between your lips? Be good and maybe I'll let you have 
some fun too." 
"Isn't there any other way? I could give you diamonds and furs." 


"You've only got one thing I want," Leola said with mounting impatience. She 
sat squarely on his face and grabbed his head. "Now get to work or I'm going to 
save your teeth for later and use those pliers for NUT crackers. Do you understand? 
That's it. Let me feel ALL of your tongue. Ahhhhh. Now kiss me down there. Kiss 
me like you would kiss my mouth, except that you'll never get to do that. Kiss me 
tenderly. Ha ha ha. Now get back to what you were doing before. That's right.” 

Leola rode his face with abandon. He couldn't believe how sexually excited 
she was becoming. He was afraid she would smother him, or maybe even crack his 
skull, He strained to bring her the satisfaction he hoped make her lose interest 
in him. It took a lot of work, but finally he could see that she was about to come. 


“That's it!" she cried. "That's it, that's it, that's it!" 

All at once the steady flow of her juices became a virtual flood. She rocked 
pack and forth on his face, moaning with ecstasy and jerking her hips spasmodically 
until her lust was quenched and his face was drenched. He was abjectly humiliated. 
No wonder his wife had always wanted him to perform this very act for her. He was 
glad he never had and assured himself that if he ever got out of this mad place he 
never would. That was one thing of which he was certain. 

One thing Leola was certain of was that when she was done with this one he 
would never stop doing what he had just done with her. In fact, she made a mental 
note to suggest to his wife that she share him with all her friends. That was a 
great way to prevent a slave from regaining any of his confidence. 


She didn't let him stop until the hinges of his jaws ached and he was half 
soffocated from being under her butt. She turned again and stretched herself out 
on top of him full length. He thought she was going to kiss him but instead she 
viciously bit his lip. 

"Do you see?" she said. "I just hurt you and you're still hard. You're 
learning to love my brand of sex. I can't wait till you plead for it," 

“Never ," he said without conviction. 

"You really think you can stop me? Well then, I'll give you a demonstration. 
I'm going to have my way with you, make you come inside of me, and then sit on your 
face and have you lick me clean. The only way you can prevent it is to keep 
yourself from finishing. And if you think you can do that good luck." 


"Now," Leola said slyly, Lesson two." 

Before the man under her could recover she swung around and planted her vast 
ass firmly over his face. Her gloved hand went between his legs and she let some 
saliva fall from her lips to lubricate him. 

"You're going to kiss me back there."" Her tone announced that she would tolerate 
no refusals. "And while you do I'm going to make you feel good. Won't that be nice? 
Mmmm. Isn't this nice? Isn't it intimate? Soon you won't be able to go for very 
long without this kind of contact. It will become your reason for living. I know 
you don't believe that now, but look how you're already responding to my touch. No, I 
can see you won't last long. Soon you'll come to me and beg to smooch my sitter. 

The only difference will be that then I'll have stopped doing nice things like this 
for you. I'm afraid you'll be horny all the time. Ah hah hah hah!" 


He tried. He honestly did. But with her broad bottom and powerful legs touching 
him and her soft round dollies hanging over his face he couldn't do it. Even 
when she chided him about not being big enough to satisfy her fully, and that being 
the reason he would have to follow this with mouth service, even under her barrage 
of stinging words he couldn't hold back. He felt himself about to burst. 

"Yesssss.'' she hissed as she felt him tense beneath her. 


"Noooooo," he groaned, knowing that it was too late. 

When her orgasm at last subsided, Leola grinned down at him. She swung her 
warm wetness over his face, paused to let him contemplate what was coming, and then 
descended. He hated it but he knew at the same time that what she had said was 
true. When she was done with him he would submit to servitude and disgrace to serve 
any female who beckoned, At least he would be safe with his wife -- he thought. 


